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FLAG-BEDECKED JEEP, first over a newly completed section of the Ledo Road, passes over 
a log bridge near the Burma border. Photo December 28, 1944, by U.S. Army. 
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STANDING ON BANK of the Lu River after inspecting river boats in background near Liuchow 
are Lt. Gen. QUA ct (with overseas cap), Commanding 9th AY in Europe; Lt. Gen. A. C. 
Wedemeyer (at Simpson's right) and Maj. Gen. R. B. McClure (third from right). The generals 
were on an inspection tour of the China Theater, July 21, 1945. U.S. Army photo. 
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Letter FROM The Editor . . . 


@ Here's the good news thousands of you have been 
waiting for: Те with the September 1953 issue, 
Ex-CBI Roundup be published monthly. There 
will be no change in the size, format or quality of the 
magazine. New subscription rate will be $3.00 per year 
for the 12 copies, no actual increase over the past rate 
of $1.50 for six issues. АП subscriptions on hand now 
will be adjusted, effective with the September issue, at 
the rate of 25c per copy. 


Ф Staff Artist Scott's = Ре and ink sketches, first ad- 
vertised in last issue of Roundup, have sold like wild- 
fire! And we've received many fine compliments on 
them. We are proud that Howard Scott seleeted Round- 
up to handles sales of the sketches and hope that all 

you wil want to buy a set of three for framing. 


€ You'll remember in last issue we commented that 
we'd been “toying” with the idea of making Roundup 
into a tabloid newspaper in order to be able to offer 
a monthly publication at less money. The criticism was 
tremendous! It seems that about 90% of our readers 
save each copy for more reminiscing in the future, and 
not one liked the idea of saving money by reducing 
the quality of the magazine. We're glad, of course, 
Roundup is so well liked and we pledge ourselves to 
continue publication of the best possible magazine. 
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Young Reader 

@ Here is a picture of my 
three-year old son, enjoy- 
ing Ex-CBI Roundup mag- 
azine. Matter of fact, my 
whole family enjoys it. 





Served with the 493rd Bomb 
Squadron, 7th Bomb Group, 
in India. P.S, That's a can- 
dy cigarette he's smoking. 
FLOYD BOWERS, 
Spokane, Wash. 


Shrunken Hunway 
e Replying to E. A. Car- 
son's inquiry about the 
length of the runway at Lu- 
liang, China, уоп may tell 
him that as XL esie Oi- 
ficer of మల Pup аі 
Misamari, he e iry 
and convince us that asin 
ang was 10,000-feet long. 
But at 0200 hours, with a 
lot of dust and the one lon; 
ЖШ ра Е they һа 
swear it shrunk 
i pm 4,000. At least it 
got down to that Christmas 
night of 1944 when Grovloti 
and myself went in. there 
with e fan limping! 
C. ౪. SANDERSON, 
Sault Ste. Marie, Mich. 
First in CBI 
@ Here’s hoping I can help 
Harry M, Wilson of Stuart's 
Draft, Va, by saying he was 
one of the first in CBI. I 
arrived in Karachi also in 
early March of 1942 and 
remember the outfits he 
mentioned. 
OTTO LANGER, 
San Francisco, Calif. 
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То the Editor 


Who's to Blame? 


@ In one of the old issues 
of Roundup, some reader 
wrote a lengthy letter in 
which he stated among oth- 
er things that we C3l-ers 
are more or less responsible 
for today's Korean conflict 
and, possibly, for the tense 
situation throughout the 
world. The writer said that 
if we had stayed on as an 
occupational army in China, 
the Communists would not 
and could not have occu- 
ied the Chinese mainland 
constitute the threat to 
wond peace it does today. 
I have thoùght about this 
letter a good deal since 
reading it in Roundup, and 
һауе come to the conclu- 
sion he is partly right. Of 
course we -ers are not 
о blame. Higher headquar- 
ers in Washington decided 
we would be sent home in- 
stead of staying on, and I'll 
frankly admit I would have 
been boiling mad if I had to 
stay on in China another 
year or so after the war was 
over. But I can see today 
ihat would have been the 
smartest move. It was sure- 
ly a great blunder to with- 
draw all of our forces from 
China in 1946, Who's to 
blame for this? 
JOHN K. REID, 
Baltimore, Md. 
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NATIVES CONSTRUCT а 45-ton ice plant and cold tortue 
warehouse for the QM Corps at Calcutta. Photo taken Jan A 


1945, by U.S. Army. 


699th EPD Со. 

అ How about something in 
Roundup about the 6 oth 
Engineer Petroleum Distri- 
bution Co. which was so 
far as I know the first pipe- 
line company over there. 
was with the company Pu 
ing its Суар: pe ENTIER 


was mory in 
теш) ЕВ CORBETT, 
ps Japan 


Tigpur Pest Hole 


@ How about mention of 
Tigpur in the Assam Val- 
ley? Cannot recall seeing 
any comment regarding this 
pest hole of World War II. 
ROBERT P. WILLIAMS, 
Mio Calif. 


B; WI ITE 
"EY фа wel 


90997 са 


CRUDELY CUT LOGS and planks were placed on the original 
abutments and used after this pringe не аса Tatana and 


Liuchow was destroyed. June, 1945, 
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o by U.S, Army. 


Aue m. China 
Am క్ష) pleased 
е ir ation, es- 
pecially with e story of 
ihe Кешн of religion in 
China (May issue). Regular 
news outlets don't tell the 
frank story of the mistreat- 
ment of those unselfish and 
kind people who. give their 
life's service to God and the 
heathen tribes of China to 
bring them Christian living 
and education. I often think 
back to my days at Kun- 
ming and mentally picture 
those young missionaries 
who had been in that for- 
saken country for ten угаа 
and how we griped at 10 
рават to two TOME DAE 
still willing to s on 
loner to bring Christ and 
civilization to those hill 
country barbarians. It felt 
good to see our men file out. 
of church and practically fill 
a crate yuan or Amer- 
ican currency, but that agam 
was a case of too little 
too late Never see 
mentioned my mother 
squadron, 86th Airdrome. 
FRANK A. VANZO, 
Edwardsville, Ill. 


Licensed Brothels 

అ The January issue carried 

an MP story which stated, 

among other things, there 

were 3,000 licensed brothels 
in Calcutta. en licensed. 

Вас һго 


Not the V: $8. Army, for 
surel—Ed: 
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33rd Fighter Group 
Ф Served in the 14th Air 
Force, China, and the 10th 
їп Burma, 33rd Fighter 
Group, 58th Squadron. 
Haven't seen our outfit list- 
ed among the survivors as 
yet, but am sure time wi 
heal this wound . . . Too 
corny to tell you that we 
enjoy your and our maga- 
zine, besides it's easy to sce 
that we do because we like 
these people that are to re- 
ceive it. Certainly brings 
back many memories which 
now seem to be pleasant, 
but which at the time lack- 
ed appeal. Best wishes for 
your continued success in 
your undertaking. You 
richly deserve it! 

D. K. PENCE, 

Washington, Ia. 


Coincidence! 

@ Last summer when I sent 
in the renewal for Roundup, 
I wrote saying how sick my 
husband was at that time. 
My letter was published 
and in the same issue a 
letter from his doctor (Leo- 
nard Miragliuolo, M.D.) to 
you was published ata 


coincidence. My husband is 
fine now and owes his life 
to that doctor. 
Mrs. HORACE La BREE, 
Bangor, Maine 





БР? et e 


MEN OF THE 478th QM Group are loading 4.2 mortar shells 


To the Editor 


d T та 
bat Coe oL 
eens - — 5 4 P. 





on weapons carriers to go on convoy to China. Trucks are 
lined up at the 3730th QM Truck Co. area at Lekhapani, two- 
mile point on the Lado Road. U.S. Army photo. 


13390 AAFBU 


6 I was in Finance Section, 
1339th AAFBU. Would like 
to locate some of the fel- 
lows I worked with 
HAROLD Z. HOAR, 
311 Lincoln, 
Meyersdale, Pa. 


Copy Disappeared 
€ Please send me а new 


copy of the September 1952 


issue. Left mine in the Le- 
gion Home one night and 
it completely disappeared 
by morning. Hope it found 
a new subscriber! 
DAVID W. PARKS, 
Easton, Pa. 





LONG LINE OF Burmese escort Buddist Archbishop Pandit 
U. Mainda on his return to liberated Mongmit, Burma. Photo 
taken March 19, 1945 by U.S. Army. 
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591 Days as POW 

Ф Was a member of the 
436th Bomb Squadron, in 
India from Jan. 1943 to Jan. 
1 I was engineer оп) 


Murphy's crew until he was 


relieved, then on Butlen- 
bach's erew until late 1943. 
I made my last two mis- 
sions with Capt. Joy. One 
{о Bangkok, the other to 
Mergue. We were shot down 
just after our bomb run was 
completed. I was the only 
survivor of the crash, spent 
the next 591 days in prison 
camps from Singapore to 
Japan. 

GRANT L. BUTCHER, 

Miles City, Mont. 


Chungking Street 
Ф You may tell George 
Russell that І remember 
“Hsueh Tien Wan" street 
in Chungking very well. I 
also recall the fortune teller 
who relieved me of a couple 
of thousand. for a read- 
ing that told me nothing. 
WM. F. ENGLE, 
Dallas, Texas 


Best Service Squadron? 
€ Would like to hear from 
any member of the 377th 
Service Squadron, 5150 
Service Group, located at 
Mohanbari. This was one of 
ihe best service squadrons 
in СВІ. 
JOHN E. CHAPMAN, 
1202 2nd Ave. N. 
Estherville, Ia. 
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To the Editor 


40 Years in China 


€ Although British, I had 
ihe pleasure of working for 


Clear and Loud 


© Just finished looking over 
a copy M E Roundup 


and with all units in vari- and m 


ous places in China. сЕ 
VJ-Day and would like 
contact, possibly Adde 
your publication, some of 
the many friends I made 
Qut m pu M whom 

ost contact since coming 
to England from China. Гуе 

nearly 40 years out F 

there and have, as you may 
guess, a little of the “China- 
know-how,” 

G. E. ALBER' 

194 Dudden Hn Lane, 

London, NWI10, England 


JOHN METZGER poses beside sign outsi 
373/6 Bomb Squadron eacquarters: tase, China. Note air 
raid siren and gas alarm signal on pole 





sorry 
that Т didnt E eorr at about it 
sooner. Going through its 
pages rings clear and loud 
memories that have faded 
during the years. I even 
recognized some names. 
Went to CBI in Feb. 1943 
and assigned ioe the old 13th 
Ferrying g Squadron. We flew in 
౮-47 Sui of Sookerating 
over the Hump and made 
drops in Burma. 


ide Orderly Room at 


с Ы d 





Beautiful Ceylon 

© During the war I served 
as a medical officer with 
the 100th Station Hospital 
on Queensway in New Del- 
hi for- опе year, then I was 
on detached service in other 
parts of ihe I-B theatre for 
a period of time. I had the 
pportunity to take а course 
n V rropical Medicine at the 
zer School of Medicine 
Calcutta; where I had 
an excellent practical course 
and studied hundreds of 

eases of various diseases 
such as cholera, typhoid fe- 
ver, dysenteries, smallpox, 
Eee typhus fever, 
оше fever, rat-bite fever, 
e and all types 
bá malati en I left India 
and went to Ceylon, the 
island of Paradise, where I 
was executive officer and 
chief of medical service at 
a small station (131st) hos- 
ital at the convent in Kan- 
ay, са There I served 


with the uade heast Asia 
mes е ой Louis 
Mountbatten J had 
the pleasure oft ee on 
several occasions and with 
whom I dined as his est 


at the Governor's Pi 

at fon Spent а. year e 
this beautiful tropical island 
with cs pi ue green 
vegetation, istant scenery 
d hills, an idt breath-taking 
panoramie views, its ele- 
Блант tea plantations and 
ru bber tree plantations. At 
present I am the medical 
examiner S the State of 

artment of 
private ot- 
ce m New 
York City. 
LOUIS SING M.D., 

^ New York, GER, 


How About You? 

Ф DE Y have е oyes 

reading ever серу 0 

E Roundup. It sure PORE 
iC. 


]l het 
there isn't a gle bre 
who would: not ike to go 
back. and. re-visit that in- 
|, regardless of 
| may have 


mir. 
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By Boyd Sinclair 


{Copyright 1950) 


TEE MEN WHO jumped The Hump 

across the Himalayas from India to 
China flew 776,532 tons of war material 
across the highest mountain range in the 
world between December 1, 1942, 
November 1, 1945. In accomplishing it, 
they lost 594 aircraft, 910 crew members, 
and 130 passengers killed or mising, 

During its maximum airlift, the India- 
China Division of the Air Transport Com- 
mand delivered war materials to China 
at the rate of 3.7 tons a minute. On Aug- 
ust 1, 1945, the record day, 5,327 tons went 
over the mountains from India to China. 
On that date, the ATC division and other 
aircraft operating under its control, made 
1,118 trips across the high ridges, involv- 
ing more than 2,000 crossings of The 
Hump: Some of the planes made three 
rips. 

July 1945 was the peak month of oper- 
ation. During that month, ATC and Air 
Force tactical units operating under ATC 


supervision moved 77,266 tons. 


“The Hump” is a term, origin unknown, 
which was applied to the air route across 
the northeastern edge of India, North 
Burma, and the Province of Yunnan in 
the southwestern part of China. A good 
relief mep shows altitudes ranging from 
under 1,000 feet in a few places up to 
above 15,000 feet. There are peaks above 
18,000 feet which no doubt were crossed 


at times. A little farther north some rise 


above 20,000. These ranges Nd a 
flying altititude of 18,000 to 20,000 feet, 
and flights were made without oxygen at 
times. I made one of them, and was just 
beginning to get a little sick when the 
pilot started dropping down for Kun- 
ming. Hardier souls apparently enjoyed 
the rare atmosphere. 

Direct line of flight of The Hump air- 
planes was in a southeasterly direction, 
something. which confused some passen- 
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187,000 tons: 


some of which were to land in China after 


gers 
told 


oing from India to China. When 
at they were going to cross the 
Himalayas, they usually thought of going 
north, as the main range was in that 


direction. What was usually not thought 
of was, that on the east, the Himalayas 
curve south along the China frontier to 
the region of Bhamo, Burma. 


In the early days of LT over The 
Hump, it was impossible to exar 
southeast toward еси па, The 
Hump terminus on the Ch side, be- 
cause practically all North Burma was 
occupied by the Japs. This made a curved 
flight necessary, the first part to the 
northeast. Even so, the planes often flew 
over Jap-occupied territory. 


After the Japs were driven south in 
Burma, a more direct line could be flown, 
which enabled the pilots to make the trip 
at lower altitudes. Going from India to 
China, The Hump planes crossed the Naga 
Hills, the Patkai Range, the Kumon 
Tonge, and the south curve of the Hima- 

yas. 

The heaviest sustained aerial traffic in 
the world went over The Hump routes. 
Flights over The Hump, infamous for its 
bad weather, turbulent air, towering 
peaks, and dense jungles, were made by 
an assorted fleet of aircraft that included 
С-475, С-465, а few C-54s and C-109s. In 
SORA nt unig Ырас Yo Cn 

пе ma- pipeline tọ a, 
the Hump jumpers delivered 451,000 tons 
of cargo over The Hump from February 
1, 1945, to Sees 0, 1945, against 

delivered by the former car- 
riers combined. 

The first ht over The Hump came 
April 8, 1942, Brigadier General Wil- 
liam D. Old, with a cargo of high octane 
gasoline intended for Doolittle's bombers, 


their historic smash at Tokyo. In its earl- 
iest days, the operation was commanded 
by Brigadier General Caleb V. E 
It had a few battered old C-47's, which 
were joined by others flown by Pan- 
American pilots who flew as civilians. 

It was a pitiful trickle of supplies those 
first few months, for only a handful of 
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Over The Hum 


the aircraft promised ever showed u 
remainder being grabped off in Afr ca E 
help defeat Rommel. those days there 
was only one usable airport in Assam, 
and personnel was so limited that some 
of Doolittle’s pilots who came over The 
Hump were shanghaied into flying the 
route for awhile. 


T FIRST NIGHT са over The 

Hump came in the ear ly autumn of 
1942 when Captain Jom ayne of Pa- 
ducah, Kentucky, and crew blazed 
the nocturnal air trail m а мош When 
Payne was asked before his flight to 


China and back to India what was going 


to guide him into the bases, where field 
lights were then unknown, the husky, 
brown-haired former airline pilot shrug- 
ged and laughed. 

"Destiny," he said. 

There were rumbles of thunder and 
flashes of lightning on the night Payne 
dn off with his hand-picked crew in a 
umbering Douglas transport. His co- 
pilot was Lieutenant Jack Grossett. Cap- 
tain John Bordeno acted as an observer 
aboard, and Sergeant Pasquale Maida was 
the radio operator. At times the crew 
could see the moon on the way to China, 
but most of the time they were on in- 
struments beeause of storms which caused 
severe icing conditions. At one time, 
Payne flew into the edge of a thunder- 
head. Ice zo uet over ms plane quickly, 
and Payne was f ео o turn south апа 

to a lower altitude to get rid of ice 
on the wings. 

Payne hit the arpon on the позе in 
China, {шару e cu by ti ihe dim lights 
smudge. me The pilot made a normal 
Tending Em e darkness. Shadowy coolies 
and reloaded the plane while 
ee and his crew drank cups of steam- 
ing coffee before recrossing the moun- 
tains, Forty-five minutes after hitting 
the runway, they were on the way Баск 
and two or three hours later they rumbled 
MON fie. pitch-black field in Assam be- 
freer more flickering smudge pots. 
Payne and his crew went off to bed. 
"Tm dead,” Payne said. “It’s been three 
hops over the Hümp for me in 22 hours." 
Early in 1943, the first C-46s arrived 
from the S tates. and were put into use. 
The C-46 hauled far more than its prede- 
cessors, but it caused кчы for it Was 
relatively new ип! 
tions had to be made on the spot vin with 
meager facilities; Eventually. 
culties were ironed m and the craft 
proved efficient and SEN 
About this time, mee 87, four-engined 
plane, was converted fro m bombing pur- 
poses, was tried out and а апо! 
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satisfac addition to The Hump fleet. 
of 1943, it was decided to fly 
The Hump 24 hours a Пау, ms in Decem- 


ber of that year, Th зое S were 
cited b President Roos t. ATC s India- 
China Wing became a division. са grew 


into the Air Transport Command's largest 
overseas project. 

The Hump jumpers’ vast tonnage was 
brought eU Мос Bengal and Assam By 
the -B and Assam даны part of 
it Коз шс апа Army's 
trucks across India's bumpy ate x e 
Hump airfields in Assam. Soldiers in the 


Assam portion of CBI had a phrase, “Be- 


fore The Hump Comes The Bump.” As- 


sam’s roads, with their bumpy, up-and- 





down surfaces, which deadened the pos- 
teriors of Quartermaster truck skinners, 
were called “The Bump” by soldiers. 
Probably the strangest flight ever made 
over The Hump was made by a Chinese 
soldier, who hitched the trip from Burma 
to China in the wheel well of a C-47. 
Corporal Jerry Schneider, a member of 
the рне crew, discovered ims Сее 
after the craft had landed in С 
When the plane landed at boten, 
China, after the takeoff from Lashio, 
Burma, Peon DO I а the 
anding gear. There he found a 
soldier huddled in the top of the wheel 
well. When Schneider spoke to him, the 
Chinese only groaned, and when the crew 
member looked closer, he saw that one 
of the man's hands was caught in the 
landing gear. mechanism. | 
ineering | detail w s rushed to 
{һе scene, and the plane Was ed E 
arcs hapless broki ior fis 
a wrist and two ers broken’ when’ 
үе, duet into th 
soldier was ques- 


e well after the 
WHEN тнв ‹ С lied that he did not 
ione гер at he did по 
know the Ran of a plane знаеа in 
flight. Homesick for C he thought 
a wheel well would be a де com- 
partment for a Hump trip. As the wheel 
came up, he squeezed himself into the 
small space between the landing gear and 
the lly of the plane, and in that cramp- 
ed position, flew with his broken oe 
more than 500 miles, sometimes at 
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tudes of more than 14,000 feet, 


What was it like to make an ordinary, 
uneventful crossing of The Hump? A 
Texas Gls story of his experience tells 
the tale from the standpoint of a first 
trip. 

“When the personnel officer came along 
at 4 o'clock one afternoon and told me I 
was going over The Hump," he related, 
“Т had sense enough to know I wasn’t 
going to crawl over the back of a camel. 
The general idea was that I was going to 
fly over the Himalavas, the highest hunks 
of rock in the world. The personnel of- 
ficer was a Texan, too, and he gave me 
a little unofficial advice along with his 
official notice. 

“Soldier, you'd better put on plenty of 
clothes, for you're Foe to be colder than 
a Rio Grande Valley rat caught in an 
Amarillo trap, he said. 


“When I finished laying out everythin 
I was going to wear,” he continued, “ 
didn’t have anything left but two bar- 
racks bags. I would have worn them if 
I could have figured a way to put them 
on without cutting out the bottoms. 


“Right then the weather was hotter 
than a hothouse horseweed, but I de- 
cided it would be better to sweat then 
than shake later, so 1 began with shorts 
and undershirt, next a suit of longhandles, 
then a good, heayy, bright yellow sweat 
suit which was known as the “jaegers” 
and the “zoot chute” in my old Kelly 
Field days, Next came two pairs of cot- 
ton sox, a pair of woolen footwarmers 
over those, all barely fitting inte my GI 
shoes. Over the three layers of under- 
wear went a khaki uniform, woolen trou- 
sers and shirt, then a sweater, a pair of 
coveralls, a pair of lace leggings, a field 
jacket, and an overcoat. n my head 
went a woolen cap, a hood, and a steel 
helmet — and last, a pair of gloves. 


“T was ready for the rude breath of the 
upper air, but was not prepared for the 
rude peals of laughter which echoed up 
and down the area when the sweat started 
seeping through the overcoat. When we 
got to the plane, the crew started drag- 
ging out parachutes for us. I had on so 
many clothes I couldn't get mine on, and 
ruefully I parted with the overcoat. I 
decided to use it for a footwarmer. The 
sweat kept pouring. Finally, we took off, 
and as we gained altitude, the swea 
stopped. We were told to get ready to go 
upstairs, where the weather was colder 
than a dog's nose smelling out a snowbird. 


"Pretty: soon both little toes began to 
grow numb. Then the other toes soon 
caught on and caught cold. The same 
thing happened to the fingers, and then 
it moved right up the legs and arms. The 
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Over The Hump 


frigid feeling inched along until I was 
shaking like a candidate on election day 
—or a voter in an earthquake. That was 
the coldest ride I ever took except a six- 
block open taxi jaunt one winter in 
Amarillo. 

"When we got up to the highest point, 
stars began to appear in front of my eyes 





and my head began to whirl and my 
stomach started to jump and sink. We 
had no oxygen available at about 18,000 
feet. 'Then we started to glide down. 
There was no sensation left except one 
of weakness. Thank God, we had a cold 
night in China when we landed less than 
two hours after the takeoff. 

“Т was sore about the whole thing. 1 
didn’t get to see The Hump, for the nigh 
was as dark as the Jap navy’s prospec 
of controlling any part of the Pacific 
except the bottom," he concluded. 

—THE END. 


Be Sure to Atiend the 


Gu ANNUAL 
REUNION 
CBI Veterans Assn. 


Hotel Schroeder 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


August 13-16, 1953 
* 


For Reservations Write 


CBIVA Reunion Committee 
Р. О. Box 1848, 
Milwaukee, Wis. 














To the Editor 


Heroic Father O'Gara 
@ I was deeply touched by 
the letter from George Glos- 
ter, S.J., in the May issue, 
which told of Father O'- 
Gara's heroic deed. Know- 
ing the plane was going to 
crash into the ocean, it was 
one of the most outstand- 
ing deeds of heroism I have 
ever heard of for him to 
force his parachute on а 
fellow passenger. Not that 
it would do him any good 
now, but did Father O'Gara 
receive the Congressional 
Medal of Honor posthu- 
mously? 
FRED D. COHEN, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Not ‘to: оис knowledge — 
Ed. 


Good ‘Cajun’ Coffee 
@ Am certainly glad that 
Roundup will become a 
monthly үр ыц їп бер- 
tember. check is en- 
closed for $5.50 for a two- 
year subscription. Am in 
the concrete pipe and sand 
and gravel business here 
and would be delighted to 
have any ex-CBl-er passing 
through to stop by for а 
cup of that good “Cajun” 
coffee. 

THOMAS G. BOSTIC, 

Lafayette, La. 





the severities of tropics. 
water; or better, dry-clean, 


ritory and waters. 


sides except No. 


No. 30,31 — So. Burma, Ni 





Dept. CBI 





10 


AAF Cloth Maps 


Prepared at the direction of the Commanding General 
Army Air Forces, these maps represent the combine 
skills of the U-S. Coast and Geodetic Survey, the Aero- 
nautical Chart Service and the Army Map 

Printed in vigorous colors on soft, durable satin-rayon, 
Designed to be compact, light, pes to water and 

o wash: 


Their prime purpose was to help our pilots, scouts, in- 
telligence personnel to escape unknown or enemy ter- 


АП maps nre yn and perfect, All are printed on both 


No: 36 — Central East Asin, 30х42 inches ........... 34.00 
No, 34,40 — SE China, Luzon Is., 20x21 incles...... a 
Burma, 26х21 inches... 00 


No. 
No. 22.38 — Fr. Indo-China, Central China, 
20х97. Inches .... 
No. 84,25 — SE China, NE China, 26x21 inches ..... 50 


All prices postpaid. Minimum order, $1.06. 


SAILORS SURPLUS INC. 
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pepati РЁ 
IINE 


IN MINARET OF the Taj Mahal at Agra, India, is Lt. Bob 


Carney. Scene is locking toward Ta] gateway. 


Carney is miss- 


ing in action since April 1944 when on а mission over Hong 


Kong with the 373rd 


Close to Home 


@ The story, “Oh, what to 
tell Junior after the war!" 
in the May issue certainly 
must have hit close to home 
for a lot of СВІ-егз, Гуе 
had bull sessions with a 
good many of our CBI guys 
and you should hear some 
of the tall tales they tell! 
And if they tell such exag- 
gerated stories to another 
СВІ-ег, heaven only knows 
what they tell their kids! 


JOE BRINKMAN, 
New York, N. Y. 
















Service. 


Mild suds, warm 


Orangeburg, N. Y. 


omb Squadron. Photo by John Metzger. 


134810 AAFBU 


అ Гуе been sponging Ex- 
CBI Roundups from a bud- 
dy of mine so I have de- 
cided to subseribe for it my- 
self because Гуе missed a 
few copies. You guys sure 
write. a. swell magazine. 
Brings back a lot of mem- 
ories of the boys I got ac- 
qum QUE, Те 
stationed а ina, fly- 
ing C-47’s with the 1348th 
U, and have landed 

at D e air base 
in the CBI. For all CBI-ers 
interested in the length of 
the runway at Luliang, 
China, it is 197 feet wide 
and 9840 feet long, con- 
structed of stone and clay. 
MICHAEL J. URAMKIN, 

Allegan, Mich. 


Knife and Map 


€ Would like to sce in the 
magazine a sto on the 
Gurkha knife with plenty 
of info on same. Also how 
about a map showing the 
location of all the major 
bases in the CBI during the 


war? 
BOB GUYOT, 
"Traverse City, Mich. 


Believe it or not, we can't 
find such а map in the whole 
Pentagon: building, We're 
still Working on tt and may- 
be someday we'll be able to 
publish one.—-Ed. 
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By Ellsworth Green, Jr. 


(Copyright 1953) 


E HAD THE saddest face and could 

cry the biggest tears! And it wasn't 
too obvious that he was not a real GI. 
The MP's led me over to where he was 
standing in the long line of American 
soldiers. There he waited with others on 
the King George Docks in Calcutta to 
board the USS “Marine Skipper," to start 
that long-dreamed of journey to 'Shan- 
gri-La." 

George Stevens was his name, and un- 
lil he appeared it had been an uneventful 
night. I had been wandering around the 
docks and through the ship while my 
load officer and his crew were putting 
several thousand soldiers aboard. I was 
sitting on a jute bale, idly etching a 
dock Аза run after а 60016 who had 
walked away from the ship (instead ої 
up the gangplank) with the baggage he 
was carrying on his head, when the MP's 
came to ask me what to do with an at- 
tempted stowaway. At their request I 
went down the line to the check-in gate 
to get a look at the culprit, 

I found а nice-looking lad, a little 
short and a little young to be in the army. 
He was more or less properly out-fitted 
in GI suntans, shoes, air corps officer's 
cap, enlisted men's insignia, and even 
dog tags (worn on the outside). He had 
a duffle bag that looked just like the 
ones the others were с ing (but 
merely stuffed with four blankets and a 
comforter to make it look full), and there 
he stood with the soldiers lined up after 
getting out of the trucks as though he 





THIS STORY is from a manuscript which 
will be submitted то the publishers some time 
within the next year titled, “The Friends Thou 
Hast.’ Author Green used as his reference 
material the trunk full of letters he wrote to 
his wife ducing his two years tn CBI. Green 
was National Commander of the Chrna-Buema- 
India Veterans Assovtation tn 1949-50, ts exec- 
ulive mandger of the Kansas City, Kansas, 
Chamber of Commerce, and is currently serving 
ав Commander of the Kansas Department of 
Disabled American Veterans. 
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had come with them from the Kanchra- 
para Replacement Depot. Yes, he had all 
ihe props. So, despite his youthful ap- 
pearance (14 years) he might have gotten 
by our checkers at the gate excepi for 
one small detail—his name wasn't on the 
shipping list! He, and apparently his I 
collaborators, dn't know about that 
final safeguard. Аз each man passed 
ihrough the loading ds to his magic 
carpet (the “Marine Skipper" to you) a 
member of our loading crew called out 
his name which was checked against our 
list of passengers. Once in a while some 
soldier got a little too much bamboo gin 
ог had become enchanted by a local siren 
and failed to report for shipment. By 
using our check-in sem we often 


learned it in time to locate the reluctant 


returnee and Mus him on the ship before 
it sailed. With George, this was a new 
twist! Here was someone trying to go 
aboard whose name wasn’t on the list! 


But let's listen to George's story as he 
told it while giant teardrops made inter- 
esting patterns in the dust as they streak- 


‘ed down his face. It was a rather handsome 


face which, im the parts washed clean by 
the tears, was a sort of milk chocolate 

There were great Vd em das 
under his eyes which might have been 
malnutrition, disease, lack of sleep, or 
more likely just the result of his weeping. 


He was what Occidentals who lived in 
the Orient called an "Anglo" or half- 
caste; his mother having been Burmese 
and his father a British soldier. After they 
were both killed in Burma, American 
soldiers smuggled him into, Assam; then 
as we closed one installation after an- 
other, they had brought him alon 
through India to Kanchrapara, just 4 
miles from Calcutta. 

There he had slept with the GI's in 
their desert tents, eaten in their mess 
halls, worn their cast-off clothes, and 
even reported at an orderly room for а 
weekend pass to Caleutta. More amazing 
still—he got the pass! 


My reaction was—now Гуе seen every- 
thing! Every once in a while we bad had 
to chase an over-ambitious girl out of 
some camp, and it was nothing unusual to 
find that the GI's had managed to hide a 


EX-CBI ROUNDUP 
{ 








12 





РИ. 


uc 





P 





dog, mynah bird, or sometimes even a 
monkey while they traveled thousands of 
miles and pu dozens of inspections. 
But this matter of keeping a refugee 
under our very noses for mo. amazed 
even me a little—and I thought nothing 
could surprise me after two years in the 
Orient, 

Apparently George had been very hap- 
pru eem арага and didn’t mind that 
e had new tentmates every few weeks 
as one outfit shoved off for home and 
another moved in. The soldiers who were 
leaving had always seemed to be able to 
make arangements with new arrivals to 
assume the responsibility of caring for 
their Burmese waif. It was fine while it 
lasted, but the time had come when we 
announced the closing of the Karichra- 
para Depot; so George had gone along 
with the last shipment of soldiers as they 
were moved Ed рае on the Hooghl 
River. The tag in ocket directe 
whoever read it een e to send him 
z the home of a sergeant in Bull Horn, 
exas. 


But so far he hadn't gotten to Bull Horn 
or even Seattle, In ee he hadn’t even 
been aboard е ва "There he stood, 
heaving huge sighs aha sobbing with his 
joe body w: the MP's gently re- 

inded me that they were waiting for 
instructions as to what to do with 
From a strictly technical standpoint there 
ЕЗ numerous counts against him: The 

pe uniform he was wearing made 
Es of possessing stolen merchan- 





dise and impersonating a soldier; ios 
"visits" at Kanchrapara and other 
constituted unauthorized entry into Rapes 
ican Military establishments; he had te 
been attempting to steal a ride on a 
ship; and, of course, most serious of 

he was an alien gee who had enterec 
India without benefit of passport, I knew 
all of this, but аз I looked а _ the forlorn 
youngster, T kept th: is no 
criminal ... he's just a ki NO has been 
orphaned ‘and made homeless by the 
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George Stevens, Stowaway 


One of the MP's broke into my reverie 
with, “We hate to turn him over to the 
Civilian Police, Sir; they're mean to their 
prisoners and their jails are filthy," as he 
again tried to get me to tell him what to 
do. But this statement made my decision 
an even more difficult one because it 
started vivid pictures petine taioun my 
mind. again saw the Ghurka 
guards i had once attempted to stop as 
they slowly and [neri вав a 600116 
to death while they were getting a "con- 
fession.” They suspected iun of having 
stolen a shirt, but actually knew nothing. 

I had no sooner forced the bloody scene 
hee my mind than I recalled the burly 
desk sergeant who ‘ онаа up" the sus- 
pect by knocking his unfortunate victim 
down апа kicking him in the face with his 
hob-nailed boot before he started asking 
questions. 

Yes, the Civilian Police were cruel and 
would probably give George some scars 
on his wholesome-loo face that would 
be much more permanent than the marks: 
left by the tears and dust. Those tears of 
his tugged at my heartstrings while all 
the time I kept e bera "Don't do 
anything SPEC get youre into 
a mess of trouble? there's nothing you 
can do about it anyway.” 

Finally, as a compromise Ed as my 
conscience and my judgment, sug- 
gested to the MP's t at insten d చట 
him over to the соци тоа үе 161 


бере ч slee RA ihe MP ei him a ters that 
night and dn n Da 3 job at 
the апа the "R the next 
morning. They agree : ene a few 


minutes he had agreed to in my sight. 
But, somehow I couldn't get him out of 
my 'mind. 


I “ers to bed E y went back 19 my ome 

ters to ou can call a charpoy 

a bed) but sy Pu ee 1 the rest of the 

night ^1 k i seeing those great big os 
of tears. er a. 


ыен I didn't taste, an y saw, I 
went to work knowing that I was going 
to do something very foolish, Sure 


enough, it wasn't long before I called the 
Provost Marshal and asked him to let me 
have the boy back. 


Of course he gave me a ене to the 
effect that I co ihe evils 
of war, and that after two years of such: 
things T: Le know А d w d 
my sympa суете тт men 
pointed out that the indien opener 
would never permit me to put George on 
our civilian payroll because he had made 
an iepak entry into the country. I told 
him that if he коша der h me dpi the boy 
a job, I т t of ту 
own: pocket, the the indian © Civil ‘Service 
would know nothing about it. I also said 
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George Stevens, Stowawa 


that when we finally closed our camp 
and left the country, I would personally 
pay for his next year's education in а 
mission school. 

The Provost would promise me nothing. 
But since the case had not been reported 
io him and his only information was 
that which I had just given, he agreed to 
investigate. 

About fifteen minutes later he called 
me back, and in a much less adamant 
mood said he would go along with me but 
that I would have to accept full respon- 
sibility for keeping George off States- 
bound vessels. After expressing my grat- 
itude, I reminded him that I was in charge 
of loading the troopships, and promised 
io keep a close watch over the levy. 
"The Provost Marshal told me I could 
get George at the Lindsley Street MP 
Station, However, when I got there and 
after the MP's had stalled me for awhile, 
they sheepishly admitted that they hadn't 
brought him to the station at all, but had 
taken him to a private home in Calcutta. 
I asked an MP who knew the way to take 
me there at once. After winding through 
many. narrow streets (in GA out-of-bounds 
area) crowded with plodding oxen pull- 
ing wooden carts loaded with tea, spices, 
3 sisam wood and oriental wares; be- 
urbaned bicycle riders; sweating coolies 
pulling rickshaws; placid cows content- 
edly chewing their cuds, undisturbed by 
the steady stream of confusion which 
constantly swered around them, and bare- 
foot natives, seemingly darting in all di- 
rections at once, we stopped in front of 
a tenement-type of building which looked 
like it had withstood many a tropical 
storm. He took me to a flat which was 
reasonably clean though almost barren of 
furniture, and end me to a rather 
attractive, barefoot Indian girl wearing a 
ee dress and American lip- 
5 


It developed that this girl, called Mar- 
garet (where she got that name I'll never 
know) had been keeping company with 
an MP buddy of the sergeant who had 
attempted to sneak George into the U.S, 
The sergeant was у enroute home, 
but the MP who apprehended George, 
knew about the girl and had taken 
George to her the night before instead of 
to the MP station as I had instructed. She 
admitted that George had slept there; but 
in the morning after he arose and was 
sent 10 take a bath, he quietly slipped 
out through another door. She told us 
she had sent her brother after him. but 
that George had successfully eluded him. 

Although she appeared to be a nice 
youngster, I didn’t quite believe her. So 
in a voice which was loud enough for him 
io hear if he were hiding in the flat, I 
said, "It's a mistake for George to try to 
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get on the ship (which had not yet sailed) 
because my men will catch him. This 
time we will have to turn him over to 
the Civilian Police and you know how 
they will treat him.” 

Margaret stil insisted that she didn't 
know where he was, so І told her that if. 
she saw George again, I hoped she would 
advise him to keep himself out of serious 
trouble by coming out to my headquart- 
ers. There I would see that he had food 
and shelter for as long as I remained in 
India. Also that before I left the country, 
I would get him into a good school and 
pay his tuition for at least a year. 

Her reply was, "That's the trouble: he 
doesn't want to go to school. АП of his 
American friends have gone home and he 
just can't think of g but going to 
America." I realized I wasn't going to 
accomplish anything through her, so I 
told the MP to have the dock covered. I 
then went down to the "Skipper" where 
lasked the transport commander to shake 
it down. It was in vain, however, as I 
had expected; for with several hours 
part, George had plenty of time to get 


well- ] оага {һе ship. 
Deck by deck, in hold after hold, the SP's 
checked every place. A number of native 
women who were going to America as 
"war brides" were aboard and we sus- 
pected that they would hide George if 
they had the chance. So we asked some 
Red Cross girls to check their cabins, but 
admit having seen a stowa- 

way. 


І even stayed on after the ship lifted 
anchor and started down the Hooghly 
vob ч the пова, док if George MSS 
ere he mig secure enough to 
show hips However, after one last 
wonderful dinner of tender steak, Ameri- 
can style catsup, delicious ice cream, and 
non-dehydrated potatoes with, wonder of 
wonders . . . fresh apples, I reluctantly 
ed the proferred second steak and 
ruefully admitted to myself that George 
had, for the moment at least, outwitted 
all of us. 

Afer a sigon to the navy J-boat which 
had been following to pink me up and 
take me back to Calcutta, I climbed over 
the ship's rail and down the Jacob’s lad- 

with no more idea of бете з where- 
abouts than when I had left Margaret's 
flat, hours before, As I looked down at 
the swirling, stinking, murky waters of 
what the GI's called the “Horrible 
Hooghly.” I rememb the many stories 
about how the giant turtles ate children 
when they fell or were thrown into the 
river; and shuddered єв Т realized that 
George's lot could be even worse, - 

For days, every time the sergeant 
Ne a cablegram, I more or less 
expected it to be a message that George 


none woul 
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дан, been apprehended aboard the “Skip- 
Оп other hand, every time a 
ге sare came in from the MP’s, my pete 
pped a beat because I was afraid I 
might be told that George had been found 
in Calcutta and was in the custody of 
the local police. Bare ;worried about 
even though eem into his 
own hands, he a oe probably saved me 
lots of effort, headaches, and expense. He 
was such a cute little ‘youngster and so 
utterly heartbrok with a wonderful 
future if he got to America, and so little 
to look forward to if he were foreed to 
remain in India as an alien refugee. 





No word came from George and the 
pressure of other activities adually 
pushed him out of my mind until. finally, 
after my own return to the United ‘States 
I found иер wondering about miss- 
mE bo xd very infrequent intervals. 

E дв ee years passed without my 
kesmas from or of George. 


One evening as I was driving along an 
Illinois way I heard a radio an- 
nouncer follow ‘the playing of “Turkish 
Delight" with the invitation, "If you 
served in the China-Burma-India theater 
during World War II, plan to еза їһе 
first reunion of CBI veterans to be held 
in Milwaukee August 21-28-29." It కం 
like а good i ре I decided to attend 
the reunion. 5 session pro- 
gressed it develo "that this was their 
organization meeting so, despite my good 
intentions of benig расы а an "observer" 
I soon found my on the platform, sug- 
gesting ways and means of perfecting an 
organization 

Just as I was in the middle of an ex- 
planation of how to formall Ede $ 
suddenly found myself loo ooking at two 
very penetrating eyes in a k face 
which somehow seemed f ar. I al- 
most forgot to continue talking as I 
stared at the y E man standing in a 
far corner, surrounded by some Orientals 
но were apparently exchange genes 

tending American universities. At firs 
1 ап quite recognize him, but graduall 
memories of Geor, Sed bres came creeping jaliy 
through m шо t the first oppor- 
tunity I | the babe and rushed back 
to the corner, but the object of my inter- 
est had disappeared. Although I peered 
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George Stevens, Stowaway 


into virtually every face throughout the 
Sl of the reunion, my search was Inte 
ess 

For awhile I was more or less sordes: 
ing and worrying about George, ux as 
time went by memory faded and I had 
once more almost forgotten about him, 
when two years later, at the third annual 
reunion of the China-Burma-India Veter- 
ans Association in Bloomington, Illinois 
І locked up from my position at the head 
table just as I was introducing the Korean 
Ambassador, and saw those same eyes 
peer at me from a table in the back of 

e room. I couldn't leave while the Am- 
bassador was speaking, but just as soon 
as I could gracefully excuse myself, I 
rushed back to the table, which seemed 
to be filled mostly with Texans. As might 
have been e e the ора of my 
search had aga бварреагей ‚ апа thou 
I questioned లో y allof the ex-GI's 
at the table, none of them would admit 
having even seen him there. 

This year the sixth annual reunion of 
the China-Burma-India Veterans Associa- 
tion will be in Milwaukee and I expect to 
be there; not only to swap pleasant Bos 
lies with old buddies, but in the hope 
that this time the big-eyed urchin will 
not elude me and that I will find there 

was a happy ending to íhe story of 
GEORGE S EVENS, BONNER. Su RN 


Important Notice! 


Beginning with the next issue 
(September) Ex-CBI Roundup will 
be published MONTHLY! New sub- 
scription rate is $3.00 per year, $5.50 
two years. S ptions dy ac- 
cepted at the old rate of $1.50 per 
year for six issues will be те 
at the regular rate of 256 per copy. 


Because lishing expenses will 
Бе doubl all үрсө wie 
ubscriptions are due to expire with- 
in the next few months are urgently 
ri eas od to rh ae NOW! Remain- 
u have coming at the 
be added to your re- 

newed subscription. 


Roundup hopes the пе cae to a 
monthly magazine will result in a 
bigger and reminiscing mag- 
azine. Keep those letters coming 
in. We need twice as many now! 


CLARENCE GORDON, Editor 
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To the Editor 


'Forgotten Theatre’ 


త The documentary story 
— recorded — called “The 
Forgotten Theatre,” which 
is one of the projects the 
Chicago Basha is rushing 
for completion in time to 
play at the National Re- 
union in Milwaukee, is com- 
ing along beautifully. It is 
done in a similar vein to 
the March of Time, and uses 
the actual voices of Roose- 
velt, Truman, Stilwell, Pril 
Cochran, Gen. Pick and oth- 
ers. I have written it, and 
the information recorded is 
all factual and substantiated 
from WD. records. 
ROBERT E. LEE, 
Chicago, Ш. 


Mexico Like India? 

అ Just returned from Mex- 
ico City and as is usual 
when traveling I met a CBI- 
er down “South of the Bor- 


der." For other CBI vet- 
erans who are pining for 
a trip back to India and 


other points, I would recom- 16 


mend a trip to Mexico. This 
land lacks only the intense 
heat and the various smells 
of which India had the 
mostest of. Oh, then also 
the beggars are not as num- 
erous either, but still one 
could almost feel the simi- 
larity, and in some cases 
see it also. | 

R. J. LUEDEMANN, 

St. Paul, Minn. 


481h Air Depot Group 

€ Was in the Chabua area 
for-almost two years with 
the 48th Air Depot Group, 
На. Sq. АП I have to do to 
get a raiss out of most of 
the CBI boys and gals 
around here is to tell about 
our squadron baker, Joe 
Brinster, and the pastries he 
made for us. I understand 
that he was one of the very 
few in India. 

HOWARD E. CAMPBELL, 

Olin, Iowa. 


‘Vinegar Joe’ 


The editor wrote Mrs. 
Joseph Stlwell last month, 
asking if the title "Vinegar 
Joe" would be offensive. to 
the memory of the late Gen- 
eral. Here is her reply: 


అ I was interested to hear 
that you are going to carry 
a story about General Stil- 
well and am looking for- 
ward to reading it. The title 
of Vinegar Joe is not in the 
offensive to me. 

fact, we all consider the 
name quite amusing, as did 


the general himself. It was 
almost 25 years ago at Ft. 
Benning, Ga., that he was 


first called that. One of his 
less brilliant students had 
done some stupid trick, and 
of course General Stilwell 
couldn't let it go by with- 
out making some appropri- 
ate remarks! The next day 


CBI Lapel Pins 


(Screw-on Type) 


Price only $1.00 each 


They are tiny—only 12-inch high, 38-inch wide— 


but will catch the eye of any 


to meet. 


ВІ-ег you chance 


The pin is truly beautiful, with careful attention 
given to detail. You miust be satisfied that the 
pin is worth more than the price asked or your 
money will be refunded immediately. 
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a cartoon appeared on the 
bulletin board, mysterious- 
ly. It showed a jug of vin- 
egar, with a rather sour but 
funny caricature of the gen- 
eral (then Lt. CoL) on it. 
Below was the inscription, 
"There may be poison in 
your bowels" My husband 
thought it extremely funny, 
and had copies made of the 
drawing 10 give to his 
friends. I still have some of 
them. Naturally when а 
man becomes well-known, 
somebody will dig up such 
a name from his past; so 
that’s how he became 
known as “Vinegar Joe" in 
CBI. You may use the title 
with my blessing. 
WINIFRED STILWELL, 
Carmel, Calif. 


86th Airdrome Squadron 
@ Very happy to learn 
Roundup is chine to be pub- 
lished monthly. Wish in 
some issue you could locate 
some of the members of the 
86th Airdrome Squadron 
who were with the 7th 
Bomb Group in India, 
ARTHUR B. WEY, 
Quanah, Texas 
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Y t H. appened 
J, CBI 


One morning a companion and I left 
the air base at Yangkai, China, in a bor- 
rowed Jeep, determined to do some sight- 
seeing. We followed a trail up into some 
hills until there was no longer room for 
our vehicle, Dismounting, we walked 
over to a rocky rim from where we be- 
held a beautiful lake directly below us 
whose waters were sparkling in the sun 
like a giant diamond, As we surveyed the 
gem at our feet, we felt akin to io- 
neers of America when they trekked into 
the wilderness years ago. Presently we 
were interrupted by the unmistakable 
sound of American voices and there be- 











low were two GI's serambling up among. 


the rocks. One of them called up to us 

saying, "Might as well head back to the 
ase . . . there's no fish in this damned 
uddlel"—R. J. LUEDEMANN, St. Paul, 
inn. 


4 

One morning, after havina stayed 
awake most of the night during the battle 
of M ina, I stretched out in a built- 
io-order foxhole to have a cat nap. As 
was the custom when you sta in the 
same foxhole for a few days, 1 had tun- 
nelled it so that I could stretch out my 
feet. I was almost asleep when I felt 
something running up my left leg on the 
inside of my fatiques. I quickly sat up 
and clamped both hands around my leg 
near the vital spot and cut off its URS sen 
It then turned around and ran back down 
my leg. Апа out the bottom of my pant 


leg came one of the biggest rats I had 
ever seen. Excepi for getting shot, this 
was the closest I ever came to being 
ruined! —VIC ROLL 


O, Hayward, Calif. 





YOU MAY WIN $5.00! 

Contributions for “It Happened In CBI" 
are invited. Only true incidents which oc- 
curred in. CBI are acceptable. Best brief 
contribution published in each issue is worth 
5,00 to the writer. Readers are encouraged 
o send in their entries. Shorter the better, 
Send your story to the editor now for inclu- 
sion in next issue. Winners will be notified 
before entry is published. 


JULY, 1953 


While serving with the Engineer Train- 
ing Section at Ramgarh, we had in our 
employ a young Moslem. He spoke Eng- 
lish very well, so we used him as an in- 
terpreter when it was ry io in- 
struct our coolies as to their duties. The 
large maiority of us, being instructors, 
were either officers or non-coms, with the 
exception of a few privates. One of these 
privates’ main duties was to do main- 
tenance work at our training area. He 
was a conscientious and hard - working 
fellow and was always on the job, One 
day our private did not show up at the 
training area for work, whereupon our 
youthful interpreter exclaimed, “Where is 
the American 00016?!“ — R. J. VER- 
BEECK, Merrick, N. Ү, 


Winning Entry 
The night Joe E. Brown appeared at 
Ledo, we had just sat down to watch the 
show when the air raid alarm sounded. 


d to run for cover, Joe 
said, "Sit down, fellas . . . it's nothing." 
As the men began to take their seats again 
a full colonel stepped up on the stage 
and screamed, "Get the hell out of here 


As everyone leape 


.. and fast!" We never did see Joe E.'s 
show.—CHARLES H. WILSON, Roselle 
Park, N.J. 





Н was the usual custom of many en- 
listed men who were quartered at the 
Royal Hotel, Karachi, to spend evenings 
bicycling about the city. On many occa- 
sions, a pass was not deemed necessary: 
To those of you who haye “lived” in Ka- 
rachi, you will recall that much of the 
city was off limits to American troops. 
Garden Road was not off limits, but areas 
on either side of it were. One of the 
members of the 675th Base Depot Co, 
often called at a Mission on Garden Road, 
operated by an Italian Sisterhood, Hav- 
ing immigrated to the U.S. from Italy in 
1938, he visited the nuns who had once 
lived near his former home: On one 
evening after such a visit af the Mission, 
he was just leaving the gate when he was 
challenged by a newly recruited MP 
There he was 15 or 20 feet off limits and 
no pass. To the new MP there could be 
no explanation for being caught off limits 
without a pass, so there was only one 
procedure to take. My buddy was taker 
{о the nearest "Pro" station where, wit 
some of his comrades, he was *made 
clean!" Being a fellow of good character, 
he was fit to be tied. We swore not to 
tell a soul about it, outside of the CBI 
Theater.—PHIL ALDRICH, Milbank, S.D. 
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To the Editor 


Past Helived 

Ф Enjoyed Boyd Sinclair's 
article on “Merrill’s Marau- 
ders” in the March issue. 
It covered the Marauders’ 
activities very well I re- 
ives my past while reading 


ALFRED CALFAPIETRA, 
Mineola, N. Y 


308th Bomb Group 
e M CBI experiences 
started with the 308th Bomb 
Group. Went overseas with 
them. After several months 
at Agra, India, I was trans- 
ferred to the 23rd Fighter 
Control Squadron in China. 
J. M. MeSHURLEY, 
Columbus, Ohio 


492nd Bomb Squadron 
€ My husband and I both 
enjoy the magazine уегу 
much, He was with the 
492па Bomb Squadron. We 
plan to attend the CBI Re- 
union in Milwaukee. We 
had a good time in Bloom- 
ington (in 1950). 
Mrs. EDW. W. ALLEN, 
Peoria, Ш. 


General Wilson 
Ф Am expecting orders 
iransferring me to Саза- 


blanca, French Morocco. 
Will you please change my 
mailing address. 
W. K. WILSON, Jr., 
Brig. Gen., USA, 
APO, New York, N.Y. 





nd 





vip Nipper C 





“NIP NIPPER," veteran B-24 of the 373rd Bomb Squadron, 
sent back to the U.S. for a War Bond tour after 50 missions 
from China. Photo by John Metzger. 


Film for Sale 
@ I have 600-feet of 16mm 
color film on two reels in 
metal cans. Scenes, among 
others, of Myitkyina, Ledo, 
Dr. Seagrave, Kunming 
Temple, New Delhi. Will 
sell for $30.00. Money back 
upon return of film if not 
pleased. 
BOYD SINCLAIR, 
1405 E. 38% St., 
Austin, Texas 
Roundup will gladly stand 
behind feature writer Sin- 
clair's offer —Ed. 


Hq.. 10th Air Force 

€ .. . please say hello to 

al the fellows who were 

with Headquarters, 10th Air 

Force, in Assam and Burma. 
ART MEYER 

N. St. Paul, Minn. 








THREE SOLDIERS WATCH Chinese workers ram earth for 
the foundation of a building at Kunming. This is their method 


of building structures out of mud and water. 


18 


U.S. Army photo. 


‘Tiger Rag’ Editor 

@ A lot of your readers may 
recall me as the editor of 
"Tiger Rag," which circu- 
lated throughout the Bengal 
Air Depot near Calcutta. I 
got to be quite a collector 
of the miniature Bronze 
Hindu gods and goddesses. 
However, I need a lot more 
to fill my shelves. If any 
readers brought back these 
Hindu or Tibetan items in 
bronze and do not want 
them any more, I will be 
glad to buy them. . .. We 
have four CBI men here at 
Pan American whose ton- 
gues are hanging out wait- 
ing for each new edition of 
Roundup to come through. 


GENE BERNALD, 
Pan American 
Broadcasting Co. 
17 E. 42nd St. 
New. York 17, N. Y. 


Wants Heunion Rider 

€ If anyone plans to go to 

the Milwaukee reunion from 

Detroit, I would be glad to 

have them ride with me. 
MARVIN WILDT, 
1835 Highview, 
Dearborn, Mich, 


Forgotten L-Pilots 

€ Enjoy the fine magazine, 

but how about hearing from 

some of the forgotten L- 

Pilots that flew with the 

First Air Commando Group? 
DUANE K. FUDGE, 
Newman Grove, Nebr. 
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THIS. REWARD POSTER, 
distributed by the Army Crim- 
inal Investigation Division to 
installations throughout the СВІ 
Theater, gave ра of the 
intensity of the search for a 
soldier-murderer. This is a story 
about the. almost legenduru 





PERRY 










Vilas C. Rice, in a letter printed іп a 
recent issue of ub cati 

| article on tie Dey dh ae irs a good 

d it is surprising that someon ne 








a ever Fe ee | pega 
not come down with т апа 
dysentery. 

No doubt others will write about the 
Perry manhunt but I Dalieve I hav some 
information that others may fail to men- 
tion, including a gonnie af reward 
that a E Pow te e uae 
н from. planes over remote 
villages. There was a reward of Rupees 
1000 on Perry, а lot of money for ru 
ordinary jungle native. 

quif getting down to’ Рег ^ I should 

wander a bit. Vilas C Rice, men- 
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Perry Manhunt — 





bari movie house would be brightened 
with Yuletide decorations. One pilot had 
reported that he had seen fir or pine trees 


on zone Ee the mountains near the Ledo: 


{ and Major Rice detailed me to 
qo into this. A motor бока А а 
Bie from Oklahoma and 

d started out for the ae pas 
Mountain. Just before Dare Ledo, we 
were stopped by a road block. There 
were MPs all over the place. Our truck 
was searched and, naturally, we wanted 
to know what it was all about. MPs gave 
us conflicting stories. One told us that 


they were looking for Herman Perry who 
had just esca mie коп the stockades. This 
soldier, he si 


ERA p 
pulled out a pistol and ei bb shot 
manding icer. Another one Poe us 
that Perry had originally gone AWOL, 
hag o high on opium and marijuana in 
an village and that, on being a 
вн аа had killed one of the men v 10 
ad been ordered to pick him u 
not sure, but 
the correct one. 


As another side-lig 


t, I wish to ment RS 
pu we didn't find : 


e fir trees. We di 


d Perry, either. We went as far > 


‚ Burma, and then came 


Shingbwiyang, 
back, Maybe ‘the pilot had seen fir trees 
is plane on one of those Burma 


from his 
mountains, but there were none near the 
road. We did decorate the theatre, oue 
There were poinse growing in the 
26У near Mohanbari. They grew on 
bushes, some of తల్‌ grew over 

ten feet high. The bushes themselves re- 
sembled c bushes, We had to use an 
ax to chop off the limbs. The poinsettas, 
along with other jungle flowers, vines an 
branches, were festooned all over the 
theatre. Merry Christmas in Assam, 1944! 

Now to get back to Perry! 

After committing murder, e Perry 
made for the jungle. He ha 


lived off what he could tee ge 1380. 


he could pick. А few days later he was 
о | etail and he told 
леп 


trying to find his outfit. "Th belie 
косса him BAS m 
atabrine tabl 


He took to d jungle again and ended 
unters’ 


up in a headh He wormed 

iato йе headhunters confidence, 

language, became a member 

19 T the Modes d married the headman's 
daughter. 


Perry had an easy life. As was the 
custom, his. did all the work. He 
spent itis time hunting and his wife raised 
rice, ganja and opium. “I smoked myself 
io sleep every night, he reported later. 

In the meantime the authorities were 
making an extensive search for the elu- 
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believe the latter s огу d 


sive GIL Rumors were floating around 
that he had been seen in different sections 
of Assam. It is possible that he could 
have evaded the MPs until after the war 

as I mentioned before, if he had 
not had a уеп for American cigar- 
ettes. He began sending his headhunter 
friends to dedo for аа d ам 


became Püspicious (Gf of the 
one night, followed one of th hem ay 
to Perry's ge. was five. months 


after E у had been co 


Perry was warned of е ар уон T 
the imer and headed for 
again. The MPs closed in on him, E 
ed him and brought him back to Ledo. 
He was hospitalized for two months, then 
was locked up in a stockade awaiting his 
trial, But this wasn’t the end for Perry, 
Re cut through the barbed wire one night 
and again షై సప, into the jungle. 

There are all kinds of stories about 
Perry during the next five months, many 
contradictory. This much we know: The 

entire Burma-Assam area was put on the 
alert and it turned out to be one of the 

gest. manhunts in the history of the 
armed forces. Jungle villages were 
somber and Assamese and Burmese police 
were informed, з dogs were used in 
the search and, in addition, the British 
employed Indian bloodhounds. Planes 
е 
éafle еа oto 
en and almost యం villages. 
Perry still remained free, if survivin 
ср in the jungle can be called free. I 
appears that he shaved his head and 
dressed in Indian Es and learned enough 
Hindustani to get by without arousing 
ihe suspicions the natives he met. 

One day Perry committed a blunder. 
It was a foolish thing to do but he robbed 
some American пе jes, at gun point, of 
a $30 bank roll He was reported and, 
the next day, MPs track eked him down and 
shot him in the shoulder. 

He got away again, this time for only 
a few weeks. Sick with dysentery and 
diarrhea, he was picked up near the 
Disang River. a 

ow he was captured is another story 
onm will result М my wandering a bit 
gain, I met the Indian policeman who 


es largely responsible for Perry's cap- 


ture. He was drique, assistant 
рае chief of Jaypur, а village about 25 
les from Dibrugarh. 


я was through Capt. Cecil C. (Shorty) 
Gray that I met Arun. Shorty Gray had 
a knack for picking up unique characters. 
One night he brought back to camp with 

five or six soldiers of the French 
Foreign Legion. Some of this group were 
Germans who had escaped from the Nazi 
army and had joined the Legion. They 
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had been in Thailand where the Japs had 
routed them. They escaped by retreating 
through Thailand, Burma and into Assam, 
Another time Shorty, who had been de- 
tailed to find a site for a rest camp in 
the mountains where it was cooler, re- 
turned with a dwarf headhunter who was 
not much over three feet tall The little 
headhunter became Shortv's mascot and 
was a favorite of the Mohanbari Air Base 
for several months. Shorty, whenever a 
trowd would gather, would ask him what 
the name of the capitol of the United 
States was, and the little headhunter 
would say, "Jasper, Alabama," and would 
then laugh like hell, Of course, Shorty 
had taught him this and you can guess 
where Shorty lived! 

Shorty also prongs Arun Handrique to 
Mohanbari one night, a day or two after 
Perry's capture. Arun was all excited 
about Perry. It seems that some natives 
had seen a suspicious looking character 
in the jungle, sick with diarrhea and 
dysentery, and had reported it to Arun 
who immediately investigated. He noticed 
that Perry, although dressed like an In- 
dian, had hair that was krinkly and 
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BELIEVING HERMAN PERRY to be hiding in the hill country of Northern Burma, the Army 
Criminal Investigation Division issued this poster — a ps r 
this article — in Burmese, urging natives to be on the lookout for Perry, The Rupees 1,000 
reward ($300) was a vast fortune to a villager who seldom earned more than $i 
These posters were ait-dropped over remote villages, distributed by messenger, and tacked to 
trees and buildings throughout Northern Burma. 
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Perry Manhunt 


eurley. “Thats no Indian,” thought Arun. 
As soon as he could cycle back to head- 
quarters, he notified the MPs, and guided 
them to Perry. | 

The MPs closed in. “The MPs sneaked 
up behind him," reported Arun. “One of 
them placed a gun to the back of his 
head. ts how he was captured. 

This created a mental problem for Arun. 
He was a Hindu who did not believe in 
killing any living thing, even an insect. 
Even the eating of eggs was taboo to him 
because they contained the germ of life. 
"If I had know that he was going to be 
nanged I wouldn't have report టే 
Sal 

About the reward: “My wife won't let 
me accept the reward," complained Arun, 
"because Perry's going to be killed,” 

I don't know whether Arun was of- 
fered the reward—and if so, whether he 
accepted it, Anyway, if anyone tells you 
that the man is the boss of the Indian 
family, he's nuts. Only out in public. 
That's what Arun once told me, anyway. 


— THE END. 
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licate of the one at the beginning of 
$50 in a whole year. 
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To the Editor —— 
New CBI Film 
€ Notice each issue carries 
bigger and better coverage 
of all departments, also that 
you see to the printing of 
adequate photos of the en- 
tire area. The articles are 
iruly informative and cer- 
tainly recall the past all too 
vividly .. . At present am 
working (production staff— 
id.) on a new picture, 
“China Venture." The story 
revolves around an incident 
in 1945, the year of grim 


decisions. Seemingly insig- 


nificant at the time, Jan. 27, 
1945, Chinese guerrillas shot 


down a Jap plane in the 
jungle of the South China 
"oastal area carrying a Jap 
Admiral, Amora, Chief of 
Naval Intelligence. Wash- 
ington wishes to interview 
him, so after we pick him 
out of the jungle, patch him, 
up, ay him to Truman and 
our Chiefs of Staff who de- 
cide now is the time to drop 
the atomic bomb. The rest 
is history. 


L. D. WIDE, Д 
Hollywood, Calif. 


_ 23та Fighter Group 


ө How about а few more 
stories about the 23rd Fight- 
er Group, APO 430? 






EM ОЕК 700th MP 
convoy crossing the border from Burma into China. April 13, 
ту. 


MEMBER OF THE 
945. 
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Photo by U.S. Army. 





the dance celebrating the | 
Hall in China, Nov. B, 1943. 


I&EOffier- | 
అ Am looking forward to а 
monthly Roundup. Was I&E 


officer at на, Intermediate 
Section, and Repl. Depot 


No, 5, Chabua; Repl. Depot 
No. 1, Манг; and 


U.S.F., LB.T. Was one of 
the more fortunate ones that 
was able to see a great 
many parts of interesting 
India and Burma. 

KEITH I. MILLEI 
Los Angeles 23, Calif. 





Co. checks with drivers in a 


INDIAN ZORINA performs solo dance during 
opening of На. Со,, 
U.S. Army photo. 


intermission of 
SOS Recreation 


Os, 


Rice Paddy Navy 
€ One of your subscribers 
showed me a copy of Ex- 
CBI Roundup and I found 
it very interesting. As а 
former member of SACO, 
or the "Rice Paddy Navy," 
I would be very pleased to 
hear from any of the read- 
ers who were also members, 
Id especially like to hear 
from any who were part of 
"Roger Special." И 
ANDREW M. FLEMING, 
4947 Suburban Ave, 
Richmond, Va. 


'Stilwell's Mission to China’ 
అ Have just received the 
first series on military. his- 
tory in the CBI, available 
from the Government Print- 
ing Office, in which many 
of the eee: may be 
equally interested, It is one 
of the volumes. Г. “United 
States Army in World War 
IL" and particularly the 
бз yn 

е; “Stilwell's Mission to 

" The book sells 


- Š 
$5.00 and is егей under 
catalog number 114.7; 
C44/vl, from Superinten- 
dent of Documents, Govt. 
Pining Office, Wash. 25, 


ALFRED М. ZISSER, 
Buffalo, N. Ү. 
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Marauders Reunion 

€ The Merrill’s Marauders 
Association is planning its 
seventh annual reunion at 
the Lord Baltimore Hotel, 
Baltimore, Md. on Labor 


Day weekend, Sept. 5th and 


6th. General Merrill. will, of 
course, be in attendance аї 
the fortheoming reunion, 
and the association is plan- 
ning a full two days for all 
those who attend. 

DAVE HURWITT, Ѕесу., 

22 Basket Lane, 

Levittown, N. Y. 


133700 AAFBU 
€ Was really surprised that 
in. previous issues I have 
noticed that I had known 
several GIs who were sta- 
tioned with me at the 1337th 
AAFBU, located at Sooker- 
ating. 
DOMINICK MESSINEO, 
Passaic, E 


721st Railway Bn. 
€ While in India I was at- 
tached to the 721st Railway 
Bn. at Parbatipur. Does any- 
one know the whereabouts 
of 1st Sergeant B. J. Hachett 
of Co. В? 
ALEX KOWALESKI, 
Gaylord, Mich. 


Reunion Bound 

© Roundup is doing a great 

job. See you in Milwaukee! 
A. J. McDERMOTT, 
Madison, Wis. 













surpassed for gift giving: 
quality 


ea 


Air Jungle Rescue 
అ Have just received word 
from a గ that a maga- 
zine is published for ex- 
CBI veterans. I was a pilot 
in the Air Jungle Rescue 
Squadron of the 10th Air 
Force. During my tour of 
duty several motion ріс- 
tures were made of our res- 
cues and also a short mo- 
tion picture of our outfit 
was made for the Public 
Relations Office. I am very 
much interested in obtain- 
ing copies of these as one 
was made of the rescue of 
Major Green by helicopter. 
Would greatly appreciate 
any information as to how 
I could secure these. 


RAYMOND MURDOCK, 
Waynesburg, Pa. 





EW 61'5 STATIONED at "eer India, fanga to see this 
[ш but happy beggar. Photo by John Metzger 
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LUCKY ELEPHANTS 


Unique, Imported CEYLON Handcarved Ebony or Cocoa- 
nutwood Elephants with genuine IVORY tusks. Un- 


this special offer to CBl-ers that combines beauty and 
it a low, low cost. 


To the Editor 





Take advantage NOW of 


Ebony set of 3, $4.98 
ppd. 


Cocoanutwood set of 
3, $2.98 ppd. 
Satisfaction 
Guaranteed 


R. J. Verbeeck 


10 Roydon Drive West 
Merrick, New York 






China Truce Teams 
అ Im working on 
dealing with the È hina 
scene and am most anxious 
to contact Roundup readers 


a book 


who may have served with 
any of the Truce teams in 
north China after the war. 
There were 20 or more of 
these truce teams scattered 
all over north China and 
lower Manchuria. I was at 
РОМС in Peiping, head- 
quarters for the so-called 
исе operation which Gen- 

eral Marshall headed from 
ర and later Nan- 

duh Much of the book 

deals with the Chinese point 
of view (non-Communist, of 
course) and GI recollections 
of Tsinan, Hankow, Hsu- 
chow, Kalgan Tatung, An- 
yang an, Mukden, Kai- 

паар, ing న 
పతి 5 haichuang 
and Canton wil be pe 
ciated. Would also like 
hear from fellows who 
served with AMG in Nan- 
king anytime during 1946 
and 1947. 

GEORGE B. RUSSELL, 

47 Jane St., 

New York, 


9881n Signal Co. 

€ Enjoyed the article on 
Genes Stilwell (May is- 
sue), I was in the 988th 
Signal Co. and on liaison 


Rifles (British Gurkha) on 
the campaign from Ft, Hertz 
to ед 
NUTTER, Jr., D.O., 
ee S.D. 
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By DR. SAMUEL ENGLE BURR, JR. 
Copyright 1953 


Chapter III 
A NIGHT IN THE TRENCHES 


HE BILLETING officer was an Ameri- 

can-born Chinese. He went with me 
to the Adjutant General's Office of Rear 
Echelon, Headquarters China Theater. I 
signed their roster and left two copies of 
my orders with them. When these for- 
malities had been complied with, Lieuten- 
ant Lee assigned me to Barracks A, 
where I would share a small room with 
two other officers. He also provided jeep 
transportation for me and my baggage, 
because Barracks A was some distance 
outside the Headquarters compound, in 
the direction of the city. I was informed 
that I should eat breakfast and supper at 
ihe mess hall near my barracks but that 
I might eat dinner each noon at the head- 
quarters mess, inside the compound. 

After I had been briefed on uniform 
regulations, safety precautions, and se- 
curity requirements, I went to my room 
and started fo unpack my othing. 
Hardly had I started on this process when 
a Lieutenant came into the building and 
stopped at the door of my room. 

“Major Burr?” he inquired. 

“Yes, Lieutenant. I’m Major Burr.” 

“G 1 up at HQ wants to see you." He 

aused and then added: “If I were you, 

ajor, I'd get up there quick. The Colonel 
seems kind of excited about something in 
your orders. If you know what I mean 
..." His voice trailed off into a ques- 
tioning sort of silence. 

I went along with the Lieutenant, in 
a jeep, wondering what the G 1 could 
be so excited about. 

As soon as I walked through the door- 
way, the Colonel barked: “We thought 


24 


T7." MORE THAN 
Lia EXPERIENCE” 





you were a special service officer!” 

“That's noi my classification, Colonel,” 
I replied. “I was at the Special Service 
School at Lexington, first as a student 
officer and later as a member of the 
school faculty. But I’m not a Special Serv- 
ice Officer. I'm an I and E Officer." 

“What do you mean, “I and E'?" 

"Information and Education." 

"Oh, that! Well, we're fighting a war 
out here—not илаш a goddam uni- 
versity. The General don't like the way 
that ‘I and E' sounds, even, so you might 
as well forget about that." 

"Forget about I and E! Why that's 
what I was sent out here to do!" 


"Major, we'll decide what you're to do. 





You're our pigeon now and you heard 
what I said—just forget about that I and 
E stuff." 

This VEL gis development threw me 
decidedly off balance. I had understood 
that I and E work had been fully ex- 
plained to all Theater Commanders and 
ihat a Theater I and E Officer had been 
in charge of such a program for the 
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American troops in China. I was making 
a mental promise to myself, to the effect 
that I certainly would not forget about 
my I and E work, when I realized that the 
Соя was speaking about something 
else. 

"Your orders say that you're in the 
Medical Administrative Corps." 

"Yes. That's right, Colonel. I'm wearing 
MAC insignia, you see." ў 

“Hell уез, І can see what insignia you're 
wearing! What I want to know is how 
come you're a Special Service Officer 
when you're MAC?" 

“Гуе never been a Special Service Of- 
ficer, Colonel, and I haven't been an MAC 
officer very long, either." 

i “Explain what you mean by ‘not very 
ong." 

"Ever since I reported for extended 
active duty in this war, Гуе been wear- 
ing AG shields, till just a few weeks be- 
fore I left the states on this trip to China. 
Then I was transferred to Medical Ad- 
ministrative.” 

“So you're really an AG officer, then?" 

“Not exactly that, either. I was in the 
Sanitary Corps Reserve, till I came on 
extended active duty. Then they detailed 
me to the АС. But, about a month or 
two ago, I received orders making me an 
MAC officer.” 

“Well, the whole thing's too mixed up 
for me,” said the Colonel, “But we have 
our own ways for handling such things 
out here. This is a combat zone an 
we're fighting a war, so we can do what 
we think is best, without a lot of goddam 
red tape about it." 


WEIN a few hours, orders were cut 
assigning me to HQ, SOS, USF in 
CT. There also were orders transferring 
me from MAC to AGD. A third set of 
orders appointed me to serve as Assist- 
ant Theater Special Service Officer. 

"You will be the Acting Theater Spe- 
cial Service Officer till some other officer 
with more goddam rank gets here, if that 
makes you any happier, the Colonel 
commented. 

After mess, that first evening, I went 
back to the little room where 1 was bil- 
leted. Major Sundquist, who was one of 
my roommates, came down from the mess 
hall with me. We found an empty wooden 
locker in one of the other rooms and 
moved it into our room. 





ame a rights for this nrticle nnd for all 
other articles by Dr. Burr, In this series, are 
retained by the author, This Includes repuhli- 
cation im the United States or in any other 
country, in Bnglish or in any other language. 
It also includes rights to radio, TV, and motion 
picture scripts, ete, in any form. 
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noise that I had not heard before. 


“That’s the local Chinese name for an air 


І started. араш to unpack my clothii 
and to place it in the locker that we ha 
“requisitioned,” 

Suddenly а gong pounds = clanging 


_ “Oh, Hell!" Major Sundquist exclaimed. 
"Here we go again!" 

“What is it?" I asked. 

“Jing Bow!" he replied, and added: 


raid. It means 'death from the sky' or 
some such thing." 

"What are we supposed to do?" 

"That's only a one-ball alert and we 
just stand by. But if it rings again that 
will be a two-ball alert and we'll have 
to go out into the tr s and stay there 
for God knows how long." 

"What's a three-ball signal, or isn't 
there any such thing?" 

“Yes, there is, Three-balls means that 
a raid actually is about to occur—or ac- 
tually is in progress, either here or very 
close by." 

I continued to unpack and arrange my 
clothing and toilet articles, About the 
time I had finished the job, the gong 
sounded again. 

"They're just trying to wear us down, 
I guess," Major Sundquist said. “This has 
been going on night after night. They 
don't drop bombs very often but they 
send one or two planes over here about 
bed time and all of us have to stand in 
the trenches for hours." | 

"We are required to go out?" 

"Oh, yes. An inspector comes around 
sometimes and anyone found in Quarters 
is in for a hard time. Be sure {о wear 
your helmet. Grab a stool or something 
to sit on. Bring the blankets off your 





bunk and come along. If you have a 
flashlight, bring that, too." 


‘TRENCHES were about one hun- 

dred feet away from the barracks 
building. Major Sundquist led the way to 
a little section over toward our latrine. 
We dropped our stools and blankets into 
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the trench and jumped in after them. 

"Better wrap Toe up a bit—it's 
damp in here. I’ve got cigarettes and 
chocolate. What have you got?" 

A search of my pockets produced sev- 
eral packages of matches and a bar of 
tropical chocolate, but no cigarettes, 

“Shouldn’t come out here without cig- 
arettes" he said. “It's a good idea to 
have chocolate and chewing gum, too, but 
cigarettes are a must.” 

About that time a shot was fired, over 
to our left. 

“Now what's up?” I asked. 


"That's what happens every time. Vi 
likely some Дре. happ, ) Chinaman 
shooting at a shadow. You'll very likely 


hear another shot or two after a little 
while. If we find out who did it, he'll 


swear that he saw someone trying to 
break into a building, or some such thing. 
It's hard to tell whether that's the case 


or if it is some kind of a signal to Jap 
sympathizers, Sometimes dry grass in the 
fields is burned by someone, during an 
alert, Lots of peculiar things happen and- 
you can' be sure what half of them 
mean. Just never let your guard down 
completely while you're out here. It’s a 
tricky situation and likely to get worse 
before it gets better.” j 

“How can you be sure that it was а 
Chinese soldier who fired the shot?" 1 
asked. 

. "Whenever we catch anyone, it's always 
a Chinese soldier, They're more bother 
than sige ses worth. That's my opinion." 

“But they are fighting on our side, 
They’re our friends and allies!” 

"That's a big laugh: ‘Our Noble Asiatic 
Allies!’ The best you can say is that 
they're not against us, so long as Lend- 
Lease continues to operate in their favor. 
But you keep your eyes open. АП of us 
had better keep our eyes open. We've 
got to watch out for ourselves, in this 
country, all the time." 

"Sounds as if there's never a dull 
moment," I replied. “I think I hear 
someone walking around, near here, and 
I'm sure that I hear a plane." 

Major Sundquist stood up on his stool 
and looked over the edge of the trench. - 

"It's the Chaplain, I think. Father Mc- 
Cracken just doesn't give a damn, I guess. 
He often walks around during the alerts, 
And the plane is one of our black widows. 
We send a couple of them up, during a 
two-ball alert, at night-time. I don't know 
what good they do—just add to the gen- 
ега! confusion, I guess." 

He sat down again and we smoked for 
a while in silence. 

"Tell me about 
Major Sundquist sai 
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өне irip out here," 








I told him about the take-off from 
Miami, lunch on Ascension Island and 
the wash stands at Aden—the ones which 
we had mistaken for urinals. I told him| 
about the hurry-h -hurry of the trip 
and then about the five days of waiting 
for orders, at Karachi. 1 also told him 
about the accident in Natal where I was 
overcome by the heat, fell head first 
against a door, and cut a small gash in 
my scalp. 


M HEN I began to feel embarrassed by 

talking so much about my experi- 
ence, I asked him to tell me what I 
should know and how I should act, in 
the China Theater. 

"If I were to prepare a list of Rules for 
New Arrivals, here in China, it would be 
a short list and right to the point," he 
replied. 

. "That's the kind of a list that would 
interest me! Let's hear some of it" 

“Alright,” said the Major. “You asked 
for it, so here goes: 

“Rule Number 1. Never disagree with 
the General about anything. The Old 
Man wanis everybody around him to be 
a 'Yes-Man'. 

"Rule Number 2. The same thing gone 
for the Chief-of-Staff and the new G 1. 
They're a pair of royal flush so-and-so's, 
but they are sitting with the General, in 
the driver's seat. a 

“Rule Number 3. If you have a fam- 
ily back state-side, write your wife and 
kids nice letters, once a week, and then 
forget that you're a family man. Worry- 
ing about the people back home don't 
help them and it may break you. 

"Rule Number 4. Every so often do 
something to relieve the tension that 
builds up in any man, out here. Just find 
som that relaxes you. After that, 
forget about it till you start getting the 
jitters again. 

"Rule Number 5. Don't volunteer for 
anything. Do the work that's assigned to 
you as well as you can, If the top brass 
want you to do anything else, they'll 
damn soon tell you so, and in ho un- 
certain. terms. 

"That's all I can think of. I've already 
told you to have a supply of cigarettes 
and chocolate on all occasions." 

"But, Major!" I started fo object. 

"Don't talk to me about it any more," 
he interrupted, “Гуе given you my rules. 
I know you will object to some of them 
or maybe all of them. But l've been here 
long enough to know what it takes, I’m 
not exactly an Old China Hand but I've 

n orie to the Orient, I've seen 
some men get sent down to the Salween 
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Front just because they wouldn't jump 
the right way for the General, I’ve seen 
others lose weight and grow old. in a 
few months because of useless wo 

about their wives and children, bac 
home. There are some of our men in 


the nut ward out at the hospital right: 


now when all the treatment they need 
is something to relax their tensions, I 
know, because I've been there. You're 
new and you'd better profit by my ad- 
vice. Now, let's go to sleep till the gongs 
are sounded for the all clear." 


He went to sleep. but I didn't. 'lhere 
was too much that was strange in this 
new situation. And the two black widow 
planes kept flying back and forth, up 
above us. 


A few minutes after midnight, the all 
clear signal sounded. I woke up Major 
Sundquist and we went into the barracks. 
Other officers were coming in from var- 
ious sections of the trench system. 


Our other roommate, Captain Franklin, 


was in his bunk when we came into our 


room. Our entry wasn't a quiet one and 
he woke up, as we turned on the light. 


. “Where in Hell have you guys been?" 
he asked. 


“Out in the trenches,” Sundquist re- 
plied, 


“I thought it was too damn quiet when 





I came in here,” Franklin managed to 
reply. Then he rolled over and went to 
sleep again. By that time, we were prac- 
tically undressed and within a few min- 
utes the light was off and we were 
asleep, too. 


(Continued in Next Issue) 
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GREAT TIME PLANNED 


Record Crowd Expected 
At 1953 CBIVA Reunion 
In Milwaukee, August 13-16 


"Heunionitis" more commonly diag- 
nosed as convention fever, is raging in 
epidemic proportions among CBI veter- 
ans of the nation. Only known remedy 
is attendance at the 1953 CBIVA Reunion 
in Milwaukee, August 13-16. 

Advance registrations аї press time al- 
ready represents 17 states and indications 
are that this year's funfest will be the 
biggest ever held. 

The Blatz Auditorium, which rates with 
ihe most beautiful nite spots in the coun- 
try, will be the scene of the opening day's 
biggest event. Free beer will be served 
all evening long, and there will be a 
dinner, music and entertainment. 

Friday's major fete will be a giant 
Basha Puja at the Hotel Schroeder Crystal 
Ballroom, СВІ-егѕ will be dressed in na- 
tive costume. There will be a big variety 
review, a smorgasbord dinner, music and 
entertainment. Local disc jockeys will 
select the Rice Paddy Queen of the їе- 
union, 

Saturday night's schedule calls for the 
pe. Commander's Banquet, the reunion 
b and a giant floor show by one of 
Milwaukee's P producers, Clif Burmek. 
On Sunday, Milwaukee joins in the civic 
V-J Day celebration at the Blatz Temple 
of Music and especially honored will be 
the veterans of the CBI. A big variety 
show is also slated for that afternoon. 

In addition there will be a daily visit 
io one of the big Milwaukee Breweries, 
where CBl.ers will be treated with the 
most popular beers of the nation. Friday 
noon, ihe ladies will be luncheon guests 
of ihe Miller Brewing Co. and the men 
at the Allis-Chalmers Co. Also at noon 
on Saturday, the ladies will have a lunch- 
eon and floor show in the Empire Hoom 
of the Hotel Schroeder. 


To be sure of accommodations at the 
reunion hotel СВІ-егѕ are urged to make 
reservations early. There are 800 all out- 
side rooms available, each with bath, at 
the Hotel Schroeder, Hotels within a two- 
block radius have been selected 1o ac- 
commodate any overflow. 

Send your reservations today! Mail to 
the CBIVA Reunion Committee, P. О. 
Box 1848, Milwaukee 1, Wis. 
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Calcutta's Hats 
@ I got a kick out of Nellie 
Hann's letter in the May 
issue. She mentioned that, 
аз а WAC at Hastings Mill, 
she used to lay їп bed and 
watch the rats running on 
the pulleys above the bunks. 
Not a very nice bedroom 
for a girl, to be sure. But 
I recall that all you had to 
do was suddenly shine a 
flashlight down any dark 
alley in Calcutta and you'd 
see from five to two dozen 
dog-size rats scamper for 
cover. They say these huge 
rats bite thousands each 
year, and they have killed 
many babies. 

CHARLES B. GREEN, 

New Orleans, La. 


llth Combat Cargo 

€ Would be very pleased 

to hear from any member 

of the 11th Combat Cargo 

Squadron, 3rd Group. 
PHIL R. CHEESEMAN, 
407-A Butler, 
Princeton, N. J. 


464th AAA Bn. 


అ Was with the 464th AAA 
Bn., Battery D. Would like 
to hear from some of the 
boys. 
JACK FINKELSTEIN, 
1114 Avenue P, 
Brooklyn 29, N. Y. 





CBI REUNIONS 


CHINA-BURMA-INDIA VETERANS ASSN.—6th An- 
nual Reunion, Hotel Schroeder, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Aug. 13-14-15-16. For registrations or informa- 
tion write Gene Brauer, Box 1848, Milwaukee. 


Wisconsin. 


14TH AIR FORCE ASSOCIATION — 6th Annal 
Convention, Hotel Mayflower, Washington, D.C., 
Aug. 13-14-15. For information or registrations 
write Col John Neal, 1527 38th St. SE, Wash- 


ington 20, D.C. 
7TH BOMB GROUP — 


Faithful Area of Yellowstone National Park, 
Aug. 3-4-5-8-7-8. For further information write 
Max Hillsman, 1553 W. 22364 St., Torrance, Calif. 


MERRILL'S MARAUDERS ASSOCIATION — 7th 
ord Baltimore Hotel, Balti- 
more, Md., Sept. 5-6. All former members urged 
to write io Dave Hurwitt, 22 Basket Lane, Levit- 


Annual Reunion, L 


town, N. Y. 





Kweiang Scenic Houte 

€ Where have I been the 
past six years not to know 
about the Roundup? Just 
discovered you last evening 
and perused through _ 
your back issues and think 
it a wonderful deal. Was 
with the 3843rd QM Truck 
Co., Pansien, China, running 
the “scenic route” to Kwei- 
ang over the 24 steps. 


ROBERT E. LONGDON, 
Washington, Pa. 





THE JAPS DRIVEN out of Selian, Burma, Cpl. Pete Beavers 
and S/Sgt. Dalbert French, both attached to the Chinese 38th 
Division, find time to do some sightseeing. U.S. Army photo. 
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Endorses Sketch Set 
అ The beautiful set of How- 
ard Scott's three pen and 
ink sketches which I M 
chased last week have been 
framed and Fapa A a posi- 
tion of great pride in the 
living room of my home. I 
gladly endorse the set as 
well worth the money. 
HARRY H. POST, 
Jamaica, N. Y. 


‘Vinegar Joe’ 
అ The “Vinegar Joe” story 
in May issue was great! 
Those of us who served un- 
der his command in CBI 
really knew very little about 
him. Sinclair's article gives 
a pretty good account of 
General Stilwell’s exploits. 
JULIUS C. CLAUER, 
Portland, Ore. 


Happy and Sorrowful 


© I read your Ex-CBI 
Roundup from cover to cov- 
er and enjoy it very much. 
Brings back grcat mem- 
ories, both happy and sor- 
rowful Was w the 25th 
Field Hospital and I drove 
the Ledo Road very often. 
Remember it well! 
WILFRED W, CLOSS, 
Fairmount, Minn. 
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FIRST ‘CONVOY. 
the convoy are- 
to Kunming. Feb. 3, 


కస గ్ర 


-ORD Louis MOUNTBATT 
the tst Air Commando Force 
at left. U.S. Army photo. 
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S the Ledo Road. 
‘сатр for an overnight 
U.S. Army photo. 


hinese ier listen t. 
graph at an outpost in Burma. U. A chu photo. 
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To the Editor . . . 
—Continued— 





49151 Bomb Squadron 
€ I enjoy the ma 
very much, but since dee 
been a subscriber I haven't 


read anything about the 


491st Bomb. Squadron. The 
magazine sure brings back 
memories of my pon 
months in China. I plan to 


reunion. 


F. E. STROTMAN. 
Aurora, Nebr. 


'Hseuh T'ien Wan' 
ө Altho р казысы 


s QUINN, 
Richmond, Va. 
Ist Tank Group 
€ Was in the 330th En- 
FER; Wonder if you ever 
items on the First 
Prov. fank Group, which 
later became the 527th Ord. 


HARRY F. BENDER, 
Bridgeport, Ohio 
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18151 General Hospital 

@ Served in India from May 
1949 until March 1945. My 
organizalion was the 181st 
General Hospital, and also 
served DS time with the 
95th Station Hospital at 
Chabua. Just learned of 
your publication with the 
reading of the January and 


March issues, I'm going to | 


pass the word around to my 
buddies. 


PAUL E. RUEGER, 
Fairborn, Ohio 


lst Combat Cargo 
@ Served with the Ist Com- 
bat Cargo Group, 4th 






Army photo. 


Squadron. Will you have May Issue Cover 

€ The May issue cover 

drawing of the girl with the 

sari is a work of art! 
CARL А. ELIAS, 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


something on my old outfit 
in the future? 
CLAUDE H. PATE, 
Lando, S.C. 
Possible.—Ed. 


AMERICAN INFANTRYMAN lets an experienced goung: native 
assist him with his transportation problem at Pandu Ghat, 
India, U.S. Army photo. 
JULY, 1953 
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BURMA NATIVES watch members of the 124th Cavalry march 
through Myitkyina on way to Bhamo, December 19, 1 
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Hospital Show 
అ On Feb. 25th the Chicago 
CBI Basha treated patients 
at nearby Hines Veterans 
Hospital to a professional 
magie show. Chicago's. ini- 
tial affair was made pos- 
sible through the generosity 
of prestidigitator Johnny 
Platt, who is the headliner 
at a Loop hotel and who 
held the audience spell- 
bound throughout his per- 
formance. 

HAROLD HOCHWERT, 

Chicago, Illinois 


VFW Candidate 
€ CBI veteran J. Mallory 
Loos of the 20th General 
Hospital, Ledo, and former 
Commander of VFW Post 
124 of Brighton, М.Ү. is a 
candidate for Monroe Coun- 
iy Commander of Veterans 
of Foreign Wars. 
HOMER G. WHITMORE, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Elephant Export 

అ I read in the newspa 
the other day that the In- 
dian government has re- 
stricted the export of ele- 
phants with the explana- 
tion that they are needed 
in India itself for forestry 
work. They have cut the 
annual export from 200 to 
only 70 elephants. Most of 
these went to Europe and 
ihe U.S. for zoos and cir- 





сивез. | 
JAMES 6, GREY, 
Memphis, Tenn. ` 
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By Popular Demand 


SENSATIONAL 
OFFER! 


The three China - Burma - 
India pen and ink sketches 
on this page are reductions 
of a set of suitable - for- 
framing productions by 
Roundup Staff Artist How- 
ard Scott, Jr, of Salina, 
Kansas. 

































Actual size of 
each sketch is 11 
x 14 inches, pre- 
pared especially 
for framing and 
display by CBI- 
ers. 


Actual Size 
Each Sketch 
11 х 14 


The sketches are 
beautifully repro- 


Set of 3 duced in black 
as Illustrated and white on 
heavy vellum 
only paper. 
$900 You'll want a set 
н for your home, 
Postpaid 


office, den, shop, 
etc. 


HURRY! 


Get your set NOW while 
they last! 


Satisfaction Guaranteed or 
Your Money Refunded 


Order From 


Ex-CBI Roundup 


P. О. BOX 1769 
Denver 1, Colo. 


THE ABOVE three sketches are: Kunming 
Gate, Kunming, China; Pagodas at Namhkam, 
Burma; and The Тај Mahal at Agra, India. 
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